As Gabrielle stood beside him at the piano, Dumas thought, " Shd
such a child. Such a lovely child." For a moment he felt sorry for
her, seeing her tremble. Then he reflected that there was no age for
the artist. He tried to steady her with his own tranquillity. He
thought, his fingers accompanying her with delicate precision, " She's
good. Miraculously good. Thank God for that! "
From her opening selection of Stephen Foster melodies, through
Haydn's My mother bids me bind my hair and Mozart's Violet,
Gabrielle took hold of her audience. Here was enchantment; here
were joy and tenderness; here was faultless execution.
Rufus caught a whisper behind him; " My God, if she couldn't sing
a note, she'd still be good to look at."
" Yeah," came a weary mutter, " she'll probably end up as the voice
behind the cartoon or going into ecstasies over Ixnay Garbage Cans."
But comment died to Brahms' Cradle Song, remained in silence
through Rejoice Greatly from Handel's Messiah and Schubert's Ave
Maria and ended in applause that stormed colour into Gabrielle's
voice.
" My mistake," murmured the dreary voice. " She'd look wonder-
ful in a choir robe."
Rufus thought, "You'd look good with my hands around your
throat."
His annoyance vanished before Gabrielle's voice. She sang Non
mi dirt telling her own heart into its enduring fidelity. Into Porg^
amor went, in deepest measure, her grief; it was her own bewailing.
Yet her voice climbed in magnitude and interpretation in Dove sono
and reached its greatest triumph in the impassioned Caro nome. She
closed with Auld Lang Syne, and her audience stood up to applaud
her.
With the conventional gesture she held out her hand to Paul Dumas.
Dumas bowed with her to the enthusiastic crowd. Gabrielle could see
nothing but a mist of faces. She was moved beyond anything in her
previous experience.
Jefrry had listened, first with incredulity, then with admiration.
For a brief space, he had forgotten Julial " Gabrielle, you didn't pre-
pare me enough for this," he told her.
As Gabrielle looked at him with slow delight, she hoped she would
not cry. In relief, she welcomed Rufus and her father. They brought
her back to normality. Rufus said nothing. He clasped her hand
and waited beside her. James was visibly proud. " My dear, words
fail me," he said.
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